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OUR TORNADOES,

THEIR FORMATION AND P £ 10N
ITGRY SiGNS OF APPROACH,

An Oppressive Sultriness—FPeculiar Ap-
pearance of the Clouds—A Sirange
Lividaess — Heavy Roaring -The
Fatal Balloon-Shaped Destroyer.

[Compiled from Gen. Hayes' Report.]
Omitting consideration of the tornadoes,
po-called Ly Portuguese and Spauish navi-

on the African coast. and confining |

our attention to the United Btates, it is be.
leved that these storms are possessed of the
following prominent characteristics: The

direction of moverment of the tor-
mado is invariably from a point in the south-
west quadrant to a point in the northeast
quadrant. Tue tornado cloud assumes the
form of a funnel, the small end drawing
mear to, or resting upon, *he earth. This
cloud and the air beneath it revolve about a
central vertical axis with inconceivable
rapidity, anl always in a direction contrary
to the movement of the hands of a watch.
The dectructive violence of the storm is
sometimes confined to a path a few yards in
width, as when the small or tail endl just
touches tlie earth; while, on the other hand,
as the body of the cloud lowers, more of it
rests upon the earth, the violynce increases,
and the path widens to the ea reme limit of
eighty rods,

On the day of the storm, and for several
bours previous to the appearance of the
tornado cloud, what indications of its probe
able formation and approach are within the
comprsbension of an ordinary observer, and
can readily be detected by him? A :ultry,

ive condition of the atmosphere,
described by various observers as follows:
“l really experienced a sickly sensation
ander the influence of the sun's rays.” “I
was compelled to stop work on aecount of the
exhaustion ex erienced from physi
cal exertion.” “It seemed as if the lightest
nts that [ could put on were a burden
tome.” “There was not a breath of air
"  “The air, at timss, came in puffs,
as from a heated furnace.” “I felt a want
of breath, the air frequently appearinz too
rarefled to breathe freely.” “I was startled at
the sudden and continued rise in the ther.
mometer, especially at this season of the
year.” “It was terribly oppre sive; it
seemed as if the atmospbere was unususlly
beavy anl pressing down om me with a
great weight.”

Enough examples have been cited to indi-
cate the effects and signs of this oppressive
sultriness. Other signs may be found in the
development and peculiar formation of the
clouds in the we-tern horison. Sometimes
these peculiar clouds extend from th. south-
west through the west by the mnorth to the
northwest. More frequently, however, they
form in the northwest and southwe:t, some-
times commencing first in the former
quarter and then again in the latter, but in
sither case they are equally significant.
The marked peculiarity of the clouds is
found to occur not only in the form but in
the color and character of development.

The sudden appearance of ominous clouds,
first in the southwest and then almost im-
mediately in the northwest and northeast
(or perhaps reversed in the order of their
appearance), generally attracts the actention
of the most casual observer. In almost all
cases these premonitory clouds are unlike
any ordinary formation. If they are liglt,
their appearance resembles smoke issuing
from a burning building or straw stack,
rolling upward in fantastic shapes to great
beight-; sometimes they are like a fine mist,
or quite white like fog or steam. BSome
persons describe these light  cilouds
mas at times apparently iridescent or
glowing, as if a pale whitish light
issued from their irregular surfaces
If the pramonitory clouds are dark and
mnts deep greenish hue, this fairly for-

very great evil, So also, if they ap-
Jot biack from the center to circum-
erence, or if this deep set color appears
only at the center, gruful. lly diminishing in
intensity as the outer edges of the cloua or
bank of clouds are approached. Sometimes
these dark clouds, instead of appearing in
solid and heavy masses, roll up lightly vus
tili intensely black, like the smoke from an
engine or locomotive burning soft coal.
They bave been described as of a purple or
bluish tinge, or at times possessed of a
strange livi 15055, o frequently dark green,
and again of an inky Dlucknes: tuat fairly
startles on: with it intensicy.

Anotbe. _al ‘uv riabls siga of the tor-
nado's approach s a Leavy roaring, which
augmeat, in intensity as the tornado cloud

advances. This roaring is compared to the
passage of a heavily loaded freight train
moving over a.bridioor through a deep

or tunnel, or as heard on damp morn-

when the sound is very clear and loud.
At times the roaring has been so violent
that persons have compared it to the <imul-
taneous “ru-h of 10,000 trains of cars.”
Again, the roaring is likened to the low
YoTaoes of di tant thunder, The varying
intensit) ofm{g&l‘. as hen; repr?-.anl.ed, is
apparently dueé h;kg uniformity in
tbe positiﬂ{ii‘a'&.‘ ‘..'t%n%:‘.':cﬁ? ooery-rawith
respoct g? tn® advancing tornado clond.
Thése situated nearest the cloul, other
things being equal, experience the loulest
roar, while to tho.e at greater di-tances the
noise is proportionally weaker, In any
event, however, the noise is sufficiently pe-
culiar pad di tinet to create alarm, and
as a means of wariing should not be over-

bﬁi under any pretext.
tornado cloud is, generally speaking, at
its fir.t fo¥mation funnel-shaped—that is 3
say, it tapers from the top downward, n
always n the same degree with every ape
ce of the but the lower end of
E (the part nearest the earth) is invariably
the smallest, and this, too, whatever may
be the inclination of the central axis of the
eloud to the vertical or pluT.b ne. As seen
in dufferent positicns and & Te_; of J°S°l°p'
ocated differ-

ment !;{ovarious ob:
ontli. tortadq €lo been called
-shaped ¥ « yp<Shaped,” “e‘g
shaped;” “tra bn the ground like
:dl ogurm ® s us kite; “:'g b;lmg
orm ;" “likg an elephant's trunk.,” etc.
-th_:elm ol'“{?y of instances, however, observ-
ibe the cloud as appearing like an
oright funnel. When the small end of the
em just reaches t o the earth, the violence
of itz whirl causes a peculiarly formed cloud
of dustand finely divided debris, around
which play =mall gatheérings of conden:ed

Vapor.

&rappum«n. now, the tornado cloud
has two lmads, one on the surface of the
earth and the other in the sky, the bodies of
each ing both
ways %with
Junction.

sIgns ror thé monument, ‘which was naver |
begun, wave left a balancs of only §1 500
of it :

A DEAD NOYELIST.

Some Reflections on #ie Death of the
Author of “Dark Days."
[Original ¢
The death of Hugh Couv.way, the novelist,
recently, at Monaco, is a shrp reminder of the
mutability of all earthly p¥ans an | prospects,
It recalls the Jegend of the wish an:el, who
bovers coatinually abou' mortals, 3hearing
them express their most- cherished desires.
He grants their wish socner or later, but !
under conditions which <rip it of all joy.
He humbles buman Lein:« by giving them
what they long for, and thereby proving the

illusiveness of all dreams of happiness.

Very Lttle is known <! Hugh Conway,
whose name in private :fe was Frederick
."lohn Fargus. He liyed, evpire ], strove, and
in some measure achieved, then died just as
life seemel to open befor: him. That much
is known. The ellipsis ip the short chapter
can be readily filled by tie imagination of
any one who knows how seep and rugged is
the pathway that leads even to the bcundaries |
of success,

He was only thirty-sevon yvears old, had
bad his share of struggle. self-<lenial, priva-
tion and baffled hope, of ‘course, since nons
who strive are stranvers to these dragons
that crouch by the road ‘o eminence. Two
years azo Mr. Fargus, wh* was an auctioneer
in Bristol, wrote *‘Called Hack,” a story now
known to two or three hundred thousand
readers here and abroad. It was published
in Arrowsmith’s Annual, and lay unnoticed
on the London book stalls “or weeks, and per-
baps months. Ons day Filenry Labouchére,
going on a journey, picked it up to
bezuile the tediousness of travel. He read
it, was pleased with it, ard afterward spoke
of it in Truth as a very <lever story. Then
all London wanted to reasl it, and did read
it. The Annual was =0'n exhausted, and
“Call=d Back” was brought out in a new form.
A bundred thousand copias were soon sold.
It was republished in this country, and had
an ' enormous sale, It wrs dramatized and
had a long run in London and also in New
York. :

As a work of art “Ca’led Back” had its
defects, but it also hal what offset the de-
fects—an indefinabls charm. It had force
and feeling, the germ and life of all art
One felt that its author bad a strong per-
sonality. 1t depicted no new phase of life,
revealed no hidden things. Itsimply grouped
some oid, old figures of fiction in a more
striking way. Toere was n flavar of nevsha.
AT My sy doout [T, and a surprise at the
end of it. The characters which figured in
it, and whose fate had su'h a potent charm
for so many thousands cf readers were: A
blind man who recovers his sight by the
usual surgical operatifn, a beautiful mad
woman, two very daring and successful
villains, with a faithful nurse anl one or
two other ciphers in the shape of obscure
servitors. Yet the adventures and entangle-
ments of these personages commanded the
public’s warmest attention.

A few months later “*Dark Days” appeared.
This had still greater success than its prede-
cessor. Its beroine was also a beautiful mad
woman, and it had a captivating surprise in
the last chapter. It was steady, unmitigated
trazedy from the first to the last word., It
was serious to the point of depression, never
deviating into the slightest approach to the
comic or flippant. It was an intense story,
dramatically told in the first person. It had
not a line of philosophy. Indeed, there was
not a word in it unnecessary to the simple
telling of a powerful tale. Its author had
acted upon the old idea that a story should
simply be a story—nothing more, nothing
less. He demonstrated that it needed noth-
ing but pawer and feolng to make it take
hoid on its readers,

These two books brought gold and honor
to their author, and opened the way for fu-
ture achievements in the fieild he had lon
bungered to enter. Then, just as hLe h.ﬁ
fairiy begun te breathe the air of his drears
he died. Close attention to his work le
him exhausted. Seeking recreation and
be went to Rome, and there probably con-
tracted the malaria which culminated in
typhoid fever at Monaco, and ended his life.

‘e, whr:1 mgnly that llmit of life which
begins and ends here, look u a sudden
lopping off like this with sndueegm It strikes
us with mournful perplexity, Yet, it has
been said, that some time we shall know that
every lite is complete. The symmetry and

fection of human endeavor are hidden
ffgm our finite eves, but they may be there,
It cannot be that all human endeavor is
empty and unrewarded. Even what looksso
to us may elsewhere have its full fruition, its
long day of joy. The soul, that mysterious
star of our life, which *“‘cometh from afar.”
turns its back upon the prizgs of the worfd
that it may win greater ones in better coun-
trics.

Deatk, the ancient mystery, hides many &
serfected dreani beneath a coffin lid. Tp-

eed, we may one day learn that he is kind-
est to those whose eyes he closes while life is
still bright to them. They who pass out of
the contest before they are wounded are
doubtless the most blesssd. Yet we are so
untaught in wisdom that we bestow upon
them pity and lamentations instead of felici-
tations. Wae speak of the sadness of a life
ended when its desires were beginning to be
realized. We forget that all honors are
short lived, that fame is a breath which an
adverse wind may dissipate; that fair pros.
pects mqi d in flerée storms; that joy ma
e i that ope TASlh. Racrins
at night; that hope, » Bappigzss a]]
g:mt-v?_}_ceq_m who ¥R with us

re from iime to tune, have wings and fly

away fitfu'ly, whispering never a word of
thefr return.

Remembering how difficult it is to live, we
should lay a ﬂowmon the grave of Hugh
Conway with a e. The pen dmped
from his hand when it had but be to
show its power; yet, who shall dare to sa

bas lost by the change? Man is, indeed,
of few days upon the earth, and those days
are filled with what seem v a imaginings,
futile strivings:

“Here sits he, shaping wings to fly,
His heart toretxrmu mystery;
He pumes the pame eternity.”
GERTRUDE GARRISON,
New Yorxk, May 28,

Passing the Teutonie Guhrd.
(Ben: Perley Poore.]

One of the most efficient divisions in the
Army of the Potomac, as organized by Gen,
McClellan in the fall of 1861, was that com-
mandel by Blenker, who c&me at the head
of the First German rifles of Now York,
about 800 stromg, amd became the com-
mander of some 12,000 men, nearly all of
them Germans, Like the children of the
captive Jows, who spoke “half in Hebrew
and bhalf in the speech of Ashdod,” these
Teutonfc warriors had a vague idea of the
English language, and their style of “chal-
lenging” was unique,

As [ was going the grand rounds with a
lady and gentleman from Boston, we were
“passed” through all the pickets on the
Leesburg turnpike on the presentation of a
free season ticket on a railroad route, which
was first shown by accident of the
legitimate pass from headquarters, and af-
terwards to test the knowledge of the sen-
tries, “Yah! dat ish goot—forvart” was
the verdict after each ostensible

examination of the card

|

DOWN IN MEXICO.

HOW SOME OF OUR PEOPLE MISBE-
HAVE AMONG THE MEXICANS.

- Why the Average American Is Not Liked

— One Trait Which Is Specially
Provoking--The Rudeness of

an Excarsion Party.

[Mexico Cor. New York Post.]

I have said the average American is not
liked. As mizht bLsa expactal, tiers are
many in Moxico who are just as much re-
spected anl liked as anybudy., No one
recognizas a gentleinan more quickly than
the Mexican, and no one .ap reciates oue
more. Some of these Americans have lived
there many years, have well-established
business, and own property; others have

! but lately com> in with the railroads, or

are connectaed with them, and hav> entered

| the country to stay. Tae te-timoany of all

these is unanimus that an American who

. attends to kis own affairs, obeys tha laws

and acts as he wowld in any other [oreign
country, is as well t eated as any where on
earth, _

My observation has gone even beyond
this, viz : that an American who does not |
behave himself is not treatsd half as badly
as he deserves. Americans would not dare
to behave in any other foreign couatry as
most of them do in Mexico, yet their im-
pudence and intolerable swagzger are pa-
tieutly endured. If they do not in some
way break the law, they are not molestad;
and, if they do, they often e cape with
half the punishment they deserve. BSome
of the Americans are coarse, vulgar loafers,
whose looks condemn them half a mile |
away, whom it is safe to arrestat any time |
on mere suspicion; others ara roughs and |
refugzees who are much “wanted” by prose-
cuting attornsys in ths United States;
others are genteel! dead-beats: who, per-
hap:, bring good letiers of introduction,
borrow money anl get credit upon them,
and suddenly disappear; others may be
bonest and industrious enough, but simply
ill bred

Of all the American's traits, his peculiar
style of getting intoxicated most provokes
the Mexican. The Mexican has no objection
to a man’s taking oo much. He himsell oe-
casionally mistages his gauge. But he does
it at home, or if not he gets home or to the
calaboose with all pos-ible dispatch with the
aid of a friend or a policeman. He mokes
no noise, disturbs no one, and generally goes
to sleep. The American’s style is just the
reverse, He makes all the noiss he can, dis-
turbs evervboly, and stays avake all night.
Tuis is his sole conception of a “high time.”
The Mexican generally gots intoxicated ac-
cidentlly, th: American int:ntionally and
with intent to “paint the town,” which he
here does in royal style.

A much better class of Americans is now
entering Mexico, and the Mexicans will
perhaps soon presume an American to be a
gentleman until they learn otherwise, in-
stead of the contrary. Still too many even
of tho-e who should know better behave in
Mexico too much as they would in an Indian
village in their own c.untry. Last winter
an excursion party of some forty or filty
young men and women from San Francisco
went down to Mexico. They were all over
21 years of age, and as they traveled in two
special Pullman cars and were fashionably
dressed, it is fair to presume they had been
brought up by somebody and educatel some-
where. At Paso del Norte some of them
chipped off pieces of the church to see what
it was wale of, and shook hands with
the figure of the Virgin Mary. At
other places they walked into houses and
looked about as if they were ancient ruins,
without asking permission or saying a word
to the inmates. In others they felt of the
people’s clothes to see the quality of the fab-
rics,

Everywhere they stared at native ladies
and gentlemen infinitely their superiors in
education, refinement and wealth, much as
one would gaze at wild animals. In true
Amarican style it was assumed, of course,
that none of the natives understood a word
of English, and comments of all sorts were
exchanged in full hearing of the objact of
the comments. All such actions are pa-
tiently endured by the people, who generally
attribute them to ignorance anl bad breed-
ing, though there are plenty who are acute
enough to know that they are thus treated
simply because they are Mexicans, and that
Americans would not ¢hink of thus acting
the hoodlum in Eagland, France or Ger-
many,

ON DUTY.

[Original. |

The camp-fire dimly burns
Through the night and the snow,
And over a frozen earth
The wild winds blow.

But the sentinel stands at his post
As the hours creep by,

While clouds grow heavy and thick
In the sullen sky.

His limbs draz hard, he longs
To rest awhile;

Yet over his white, cold lips
Comes never a smile,

For his heart is a soldier's heart,
And his blood runs warm

When he thinks of his brother-men
Asleep in the storm,

Then he shoulders his gun and draws
A quick, deep breath;

What foe shall conymer Bam now
But the foeman ] aath?

. + >

A soul had sorrowed much
And bad waited long—

It bal striven as heroes strive
Amid the throng.

Yet firm as an oak that sways
In the boreal breath,
It saw men fail and die,
And smiled on Death.
GEORGE EDGAR MONTGOMERY,
Nxw York, May 25.

L

Stage Fright of Experienced Actors
[Brooklyn Eagle.]
The oldest and most experienced aotors

suffer from stage fright when they appear
before an audience without the environment

of a play. The hardy professionals who re-

cited at the benefits recently given at the
Casino and the Academy of Music were as
nervous as a lot of untrained amateurs when |
they went out upon the stage. When l(r]
Mantall, who is usually the most placid and |
self contained of actors, went out at the
Casino to recite, beads of cold perspi ﬁonl
bedewed his manly brow; the first verses of
hil poem showed that the actor was ex-
tremely self conscious,

That resolute and earnest young trage
dian, Howarth, who never gave the slight
estgvidences of nervounmness when nlavine

thS feadfnz supnort’ of John MeCallough .

was as pale 0s 2 ghost when be stepped out

to give his racitation in everyday clothes |
80 it was with O:mond Tearle, when he re- '

cited at the Academy of Music, I have often A GLANCE AT THE WORKING OF A 0 infancy. Speak the last sad, parting

heard actors speak of it, and the ouly ex-

planation that [ can give is that when they
have the make-up on their faces and a char-
acter is developed in &8 play their own iden-
tity is lost hbehind that of the role in which
they appear. The make-up on the face is a
sort of ma k which gives them confidence,
As an instance of this, Billy Kersands, ths
well-known mwinstrel, is as nervous as a
school girl on commencement day if he ap-
pears on the stage without burnt cork. The
burnt cork i quite unneces:ary.as Korsands
is a negro, but he puts 1t on reguiarly every
night b:fore he goes upon the stage,

Beauty and’ Brewster.
[Chicago Tribune. |

This story is told of the first meeting of
ax-Attorney General Brewster and his
aandsome wife: “Brewster as a lawyer had
some business before the bureau of the treas-

, in which his wife was employed. He
went into the room in which she was at
work. Looking up and ecatching a sight of
her foture husband, she involuntarily ex-
slaimed to the lady seated next %o her:
‘Well, that is the ugliest man I ever saw in
ny life.’ Brewster took off his hat and,
bowing very politely to the surprised lady,
iaid: ‘Thenk you, madam. I always like
© hear a lady speak frankly what she
dhinks.” An acquaintance followad anl a
narriage came after. Mr. Brewster has
Tequently twitted his wife about the first
words she ever spoke to him.”

The Only Fighting Apostle.
[New York Letter.]

It is well known that the late Elias Howe,
Jr., the inventor of the sawing-machine, not
ocnly enlisted as & common soldier in the
ranks of the Seventeenth Connecticut regzi-
ment, carriel a musket and did full mili-
tary duty during the war, but at a certain
juncture when national finances were at a
low ebb, he paid soldiers of the regiment
their wages for three months out of his own
pocket. Reiative to this incident, P. T. Bar
num the other day told the following story,
never before published:

While Mr. Howe was counting out the
money referred to, astranger who was a
clerzyman entered the tent and said he had
heard of Mr. Howe’s liberality and had
callel to ask him to contribute toward
building a chureh for his congragation.

“Cuaurch, church,” said Mr. Howe, with-
out looking up from the bills which he was
counting, “Building churches in war times
when so much is needed to save ocur country!
What chureh is it#”

“St. Peter's church,” replied the clergy-
man,

“Oh, St. Peter's” said Mr. Howe. “Well,
St. Peter was '‘he only fighting apostle—he
cut the man's ear off. I'll go §500 on St.
Peter, but I am spending most of my money
on salt-petre now.,”

MOSAICS.

To me mors dear congenial to my befn.rt,
One native charm than all the gloss of art
—[Goldsmith.

The honors of a name 't is just to guard;

Thev are a trust but lent us, which we take,

And should, in reverence to the donor':
fame,

With care transmit them down to othe:
band-, —([Shirley.

What is the Whichness of the Now
And the Itness of the This?

A dainty maid with pouting lips,
And a time to snatch a kiss.

What is the Whereness of the Then
And the Nearness of the Whot
An old papa, with unkind haste,
And a number twenty shoae.
~[John D. Sterry.

She sat alone on the celd gray stone,
And this was the burden of her moan:
My uncle is cook on board of a sloop.
My cousin has joined a theatri :al troupe.
My sister caught cold with he ' beau on the
st.on;;:i
My lover dear
Lies under hera,
And I sit alone and think and think,
For I can’t go alone to the sksting rink.
- -[The Judge.

A WORD OF WARNING.

Advice to Americans Whe Are Tempted
by the “Bargain’ Peddlers of Paris.
[Paris Cor, Chicago Tribune.)

And here let me venture another word of
warning, in addition to the one about auto
graphs, which I hope may be useful to my
traveling countrymen. Be on your guard
against all those itinerant venders who call at
yourlodgings with so-called bargains, which,
for men, are contraband cigars—pure cab-
bage-leave —pipes having belonged to some
distinguished personage—I was let in once
with “Gbn. Bern's meerschaum”—and fancy
cravats; and for ladies banakerchiefs, lace,
and curtains! Everything is a mere catch.
penny. Hall the time they are stolen goods,
for buying which you risk being treated ase

receiver,

Not infrequently their sale 1s a device of
the enemy to take the topography of yowr
apartment with an ultimate view to its rob
bery; and even when the seller is honest—
that is to say, when bhe is not the burglar's
forerunner or the shoplifter's delegate, he
palms off Lis gull articles thet have been
plckti up by him at some auction of
2 Jightly dfinaged goods,” and which when
examined aftér they havdbeen paid for, turn
out to be vastly inferior to what can be pro-
cured at halfl their cost from any respecta-
ble Parisian tradesman.

A regular association with a vi-w to ex-
ploit the credulity of foreigners exists in the
French capital, and has its ramifications all
over the continent, with male and female
agents, who operate on the unwary with the
connivance of your concierge or of the
waiter at your hotel, who share the profits of
the transaction, e-teeming all strangers, and
especially American strangers, as creatures
who have been created and brought into the
world simply to be the prey of impostors
and charlatans. Turn a deaf ear, O, my
compatriots, to these applicants for your
patronaze, charm they never so wisely, for
they have honeyed tongues, and if you listen
to their song will cheat you in spite of your
better judgment.

Never mind if they do tell you that they
have been recommended Ly a friend of
yours. Sometimes they have been by peo
ple who, in order to get rid of their impor-
tunities, give them a list of their acquaint-
ances Oftener they have copied the
names which appear in the travelers’ list of
the Anglo-American newspapers; but,
whether they have been recommended by
any one, or have forged a recommendation
for themselves, kick them out, unhesitat-
ingly, for they will not sue you for assault
and battery, as they hugely dread any in-
vestigation, mostly baving unfavorable
judicial antecedents; if you do not you will
risk the robbery of your apartment, not in-
frequently complicated with a murder, and
at the very least yom are sale ]
swindled

I» THE POSTOFFICE.

BIG MACHINE.

How New York's Mail Matter Is Received,

Sorted, Stamped, Distributed and
Sent on Its Way—Details

of the Work,

[New York Times.)

Along the Park row side of the New York
postoffice. on a level with ths second floor
and carefully protected at either end, there
runs a narrow little gallery, bare and cold
as a prison corridor. Now and then an em-
ploye of the office flits along over its stone
floor or possibly a visitor walks through it
Standing in thisgallery one looks down upon
the prircipal working room of the largest
and best-managed postoffice in the United
States. He is near enough to the roof to
note the great glass ceiling, ribbed with
iron, through which the sunlight filters, and
on which the rain falls with a mufflad sound
or the snow lies heavily. Hs is not too far
from the floor below to be confused by the
scores of hurrying men, the glare of dozens
of electric lights, if the day be at all dark,
and a curious jumble of sounds, some of
which he has seldom or never heard bafore,
and all of which seem to be hopelessly en-
tangled, although striving valiantly to ex-
tricate them-elves

A bell clangs somewhere, and the men
dash about like the bits of glass in a kaleid-
oscope. Fat and important-looking baskets,
loaded to the brim with letters and papers,
go whisking around at a breakneck -peed,
turning corners with a squeak and a scrape
and ru-hing down narrow lanes as if benuton
de:truction and determined to have their
own way. Stout bags and thin bags; bags
that are old and humble; bags that are new
ard vain; bazs on crutches, so to speak, and
bags that look as if they could almost go
scurrying over the world alone; bags that
have seen better day ; bags that will see
worse; terra-cotta-colored bags, bufl-colored
bags, subdued buff-colored bags, ash-colored
bags, black bags, bags of colors which
are not named and never will be,
bags of every kind, shade, character and
shape—all these are running in and out,
opening themselves on great tables, gasping
as flattened out and empty bags ought to
gasp, and then hiding themselves away in
the basement with thousands of their kind,
until called into use again, when they will
go almost to the uttermost ends of the earth
at the rate of 6,000 a day.

Piles and bales of letters grow up on the
tables like mushrooms and melt away like
a spring flood when the ice gves out. Ther,
are all kinds of letters for all soris of people
in all parts of the world.,

But of all these things the great machine
down below the ‘little gallery, unlike the
postmaster or postmistress who somewhere
may hand you this paper, cares nothing.
Behind the high screen that hides its opera-
tions from the public gaze the machine
stands waiting. At the little holes through
which the public shoots its letters the post-
office’s work begins. The acquaintance of the
ordinary letter writer with the machine is
confined to the cogs who sit behind the little
windows and wrestle with him over the
amount of postage he mu:t pay. Even if
they were not true and faithful parts of the
great mechanism the-e cogs would have a
selfish interest in doing their work well
They own their own stock in trade as ab-
solutely as though t¥e stamps were so many
village lots or shares of railroad stock,
The room in which these cogs turn are
fenced off from the rest of the building,
and thersz are locked gates to prevent in-
trusion. Beside the stamp clerk are the
sheets of perforated paper ornamented with
portraits of statesmen and soldiers who are
dead and gone, boxes of envelopes, pack-
ages of postal cards, little piles of coips and
rolls of billss On a shelf within reaching
distance are the scales which furnish an
answer to the question which in all the
gamut of vocal! gxpres-ion bounces through
the window hour after hour and day after
day, “What's-the-postage-on-that?’

Outside the four great white facesof a
clock fastened to a column in the center of
the room looks solemunly down on a scene
that is infinitely more confusing to ome
standing there than when viewing it from
the little gallery. Of all the jumble of
sounds the one most readily separated from
the others is the convulsive patter of the
date and canceling stamps. Thess two are
cast in one frame and attached %o the same
bandle, One blow cancels the stamp and
prints the time of the letter’s receipt and
the date, The time in hours is changed
every thirty minutes the year round. One
man does nothing but change the dates,
working upon one set of stamps: while the
other is in use. The clang of the bell indi-
cates the change, and from this man the
stampers get the new stamps,

Through the openings in the screen on the
Broadway and Park row sides runs the fuel
of the machine, The letters fly up through
the openings, strike a suield and fall down on
a table as smooth as glass and wivkout an
angle into which a letter may obstinately
slip. During the day there are two or three
men at each of these tables engaged in pick-
ing up the letters raining in through the
openings, “facing” them-—that is, turning
them face up—and carrying them to the
tables near by. A dab of the stamp on the
bit of ink-saturated felt begide each stamper,
a light dab on the letter, and away the piles
go Yo the men who separate them.

fitanding in the center of this room,
which is not as large as it looks to be from
the outside, with the screen rising up to the
ceiling on three sides, and a medley of
boxes, bags, doors and men on the
other, one's glance in any direction is in-
tercepted by the rows of pigeon holes in
front of each separator. Each one of these
pigeon holes, which rise above each other
from the table to which they are attached
to a convenient height for a man to reach,
has some specific use, and if a man puts it to
any other he is bound to hear of it. Those on
the “city side” ars mainly for the different
earrier routes, and they are emptiad of their
contents at regular intervals by the carriers,
who fish out the letters from the back
Those on the “distribution side” where let-
ters going out of New York are handled,
are f-r diff erent cities, mail routes, states,
and localitiess New York state, for in-
stance, has five separations, and there are
858 pi eon holes into which letters go. Ne-
braska has only one pigeon hole, the work
of further separation being done on the
postal cars. The separator must learn the
location of these holes in the frame befaore
him precisely as a printer learns his “case.”
In fact acquiring this knowledge is called
“learning the case.”

wue pa.e, wal coeeks; brush back™ OO

clinginz, auburn locks from the pale, high
brow which a fond mother’s lips have kissed

word, the words which make us linger om
their echoes, Bay gowi-bye for aye; prews
the coll hand and watch the slow, retreat
ing form which fades away [orever. Hais
going to play in his first base ball match,

A Tobacco Problem.
[Philadelphia Call.]

Mrs. Minks—There i# s again. Tobaceg,
always tobacco. What will you do when
you get to heaven, where there are no spit-
toons!

Mr. Minks—Perhaps there wili be some
there,

Mrs Minks—Indeed thers won'tt The
idea! What will you do then, Mr. Minksf
Just answer that.

Mr. Minks—I really don't know, my dear,
unless we can get seats near the edga,

Wife of the Nihilist Prince.
{Chicago Tribune. |

One of the pleasant things in connection
with the imprisonment of daugerous char
acters in Claervaux by the Freanch govers-
ment is the faithfulness of the wile of the
Nihilist, Prince Krapotkine, Sbe has vis-
ited his prison @aily throughout his long
imprisonment, and, though his appearance
has changed her affection has not. One day
be appeared with not a tooth in the front of
his mouth. They had fallen out His
gums were so scorbutic from damp, want of
air and exorcise that they fell out as he was
eating a piece of bread. He writus scientifie
articles for Nature and other journals, and
she has been allowed to takes them out of
prison after the governor reais JLem

A Dash of Melancholy.
[San Francisco “Undertanes.™)

A well-known judge of severe aspect and
impressive mien, a man of great legal a%
tainments, dropped into the theatre the
other night to see Archie Gunter' play. The
strain of mental anxisty over Ruoily poinks
and ingenious technfvalities was relaxed,
and he, a judge, laughed loudly as the rest
The act drop fell and the judge surveyed
the house. It was packed and the arithmet
ical department of the judge's brain started
in to calculate the value at 75 cents a bead
When the act drop fell a second time he rose
and toreaded his way through the thirsty
crowd. A gentle dash of melancholy begas
to show in his stern face, and as he stood at
the bar with a friend waiting for his turn at
a tumbler he asked kind of sadly:

“Say, how much do you think Gunter
makes out of this play

“Oh, Idon’t know. Ferhap: §0 a wedk
at this rate.”

“You don't say.”

“Perhaps more in a bigger theatre.”

“How long does it take a man to writes
play like this#”

“Three weeks or a month, mebbe.®

“Great Scott.”

“What's the matteri”

“Oh, nothing.”

Their turn came and they drank Aw
they wiped their lips and walked out the
judge said solemnly:

“I was thinking. I've spent my life writ-
ing a legal work and all I've got out of it is
§600, and I doubt if I'll get any mor:—and
Gunter gets $300 a week for a play!”

HISTORY OF THE T 'ATO.

\
Eaten Over Three Hundred Years Age-—
When it Came Into Common Use.
[Agricultural Exchange.]

A writer on horticulture states that the
tomato is of South American origin, and
was introduced into Europe by the Spaniards
in the sixteenth century, who di covered its
valuable qualities as an esculeat. From
Spain its cultivation extended to Italy and
the south of France, and finally to this
country, where it first began to be used as &
vegetable in the latter part of the last
century. The tomato is mentionad by
writer on plants in England as early as 1592,
Parkinson calls them “love appies” in 165
and says “they are regarded as curisities™
Dodoens, a Datch herbalist, writes in 1558 of
their use as a vegetable, “to be eaten with pep-
per, salt, anl oilL.” They wers eaten by the
Malays in 1755, Arthur Young, tze Eag.
lish agriculturist, saw tomatoes in the
market at Montpeler, in France, in 1793
The potato was probably brouzht from Sam
Domingo by tbe French refugees, who alse
introduced into tids country the eozz-plang
the okra, and the small Chili pspper.

Dr. James Tilton, of Delaware, statef
that when he returned from study in Es
rope, about 1502, he found the,tomat) grow-
ing in the gardens of the Duponts
Goresches, and other French eumigrants
from San Domingo, and remarkel to his
family that it was as a vegetable highly
esteemed and generally eaten in Franoe,
Spain, and [taly, and especially valuable ss
a corrective of bile in the system. Dr
Tilton emigrated to Madison, Inl, in 1828
and raised the tomato in his garden there
It was then unknown in Louisville or the
ad jacent parts of Kentucky. It is alse
known that the tomato was planted early
in the pre:ent century on the eastern shore
of Maryland, that land of terrapins, soff
crabs, oysters, canvas-back duck |, and other
epicurean delicacies Many years clapsed,
however, before the tomatc became @&
favorite esculent in that region. In 1811
the Spanish minister saw the tomato grow.
ing in the garden of Mrs Fhilip Bartos
Kéy, whose husband wrote the “Star
Spangled Banner,” and he recommended it
as having been wusel in Spain for magy
years, L

In 1814, a gentleman dining with a frient
at Harper's Ferry, and seeing tomatoes om
the table, r marked: “I see you eat tomatoss
here; the Instrict people are afraid of them.™
Tomatoes were brought to Massachusetts by
Dr. William Goodwin, a son of William
Goodwin, cashier of the Bank of Plymouth,
Mass. Dr. Goodwin spent many years of big
early life in Spain, at Cadiz, Ailcante, and
Valencia, and was American v ce tonsul af
Tarragona during its terrible siege by the
French troops in the peninsular war. He
came home to Plymouth in 1817, and died
in Havana in 1825 He belonged to a fazs.
ily of epicures on his father’s side, and &his
mother, a daughter of Capt. Simeon Samp-
son, of the armed ship Mercury, on whick
Henry Laurens sailed for Holland im
1780, was renowned for the excellence of har
cuisine. He planted the sead of the tomete
in the bank garden in Plymouth, whenes
the plant was disseminated throughout the
town, and to Clark's island, in Piymoutk
bharbor. In Mr. Goodwin's family, and thas
of Mr. Watson, on the island, it was used &8
a vegetable as early as 1828 ‘

Tomatoes were sold at the murkets &
New York city in 1830, They were (siy
eaten, however, %0 a limited extont, belmg
generally used for the manufacture of e
sup. As early as 1826 the tomato wasservéd
up on the table of good old Mrs Halliburtcs,
in New sbo could rele
dom induce ber boarders to partale of W
Her husband, Capt. Halliburton, sd dou b




